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PERPTAPF^ liiith Hollis was no more 
conscious at one time tliaii uiioIIh?!" 
of Iicf loncli i:i'ss and li ca I't-li u ii<rcr for 
rio^aiiioinl \\ ai'c. the t'l'iciid of her cliikl- 
liood. and. indi'i,-d, liei' cii'.ii'c life. It Wiis 
an cvt'i'- present pain — not iioignant now, 
l)Ut sii-own into llial ('nii)tiiie,ss of loss 
wiiieli altends a l)rokon K'insliii). Rntli 
]i;ul lived for liei" tliirly-one vcjirs in the 
standstill, colonial- ll;i \ored town of Dev- 
onport. lAdsaniond. on the death of her 
father, mother, and tun hrothcrs in the 
space of a wee]<. had frone to Italy to he 
"with an older hrothei'. a. man with a jaii- 
g'led hody and a tcm|iero(l arli.st soul. 
'J'hat had not l>(M;'n all()<i'ethc'r dcsir'ahle, 
for ihe vei'v fincno.s.s of his iiatiii'O im- 
l)Osed its lindialiojis, and he exacted 
much, even while he ji'ave. She had 
been lliei-e ciLi'ht years, from month to 
Dionlh )>i'o))liesy inji' her return, hnt never 
beine- rjiiite able to eHect it. ] Ter nn- 
willine' fe(!t would not (Irtie- themselves 
back 111 America. 8ii(> lonyed I'nv it. .she 
brooded over shivered associations with 
a ])assionate reg'ret, l)ul "wlien the mo- 
ment came foi- chisj)in<>' the lax link 
aj;Mi)). cowardice shot nj) in her and 
cried otV. Her yrief was ])oignant enough 
already; when she thonuht of vcdiintari- 
ly sharpenini;- its edfj-e, the a))|irehensi ve 
jiervcs rebelled. The house at Devonport 
had been •i'lven ht'f by will, and now it 
was standine' exacliy as tiie family trau'c- 
dy lel'l il. Tlii^ iinxNorn n'aianents in tlie 
chisets conid hardly fail nu)i-e absolute 
Jirey to mice and moth ; they were in 



ruins already. Btii daily the dust and 
mildew^ of litne wrote a sadder record on 
the blnrrine- ])ag'e. and the inexorable 
master of all spurred himself to show 
what havoc he could compass, left to liis 
own cruel will. Again and again Ruth 
wi'ote Iter frieiul. beg-giny lior to have tlie 
liouse ojjened. aired, and cleaned ; ]iot for 
the sake of thrift only, she iireed, Iml bo- 
cau.se the place w,as dear to boili of tlieni. 
There they had jdayed toeeil, or at miniio 
liviiie-. .■uid loved ;ind dre.tmeil after liv- 
in.e- i)ee-,iii. Tt was her home too. ac- 
cordino- to S])ij'ilual tenure, and she had a 
rie-ht to siieak. But Rosamond alwavs 
answered. Not yet I"" Time liad rent 
her web of life, and she was still too self- 
ish to enlarge the rift made in the nature 
of thinp's. 

_ One late twilight, in .an icc-|)ound 
.sprinff. ];ulh was wando-ing about the 
rooms of her own home, setling- them in 
oi-der by an observant toueh liei-e and 
there, and makino; ready to close the 
Iiouse for the nio-hf. The rest of the 
family had gone, on sudden summons, to 
spend a day or two with an uncle Iwentv 
miles aw.iy, wliose in-odigal son had come 
lioine, and who thus bade all his accessi- 
ble kin to the rejoicing, Kuth. for no 
tangible reason, had been disinclined to 
go; as the day drew nearer, her unwilling- 
ness increased, and at the vei'y last she 
r<M'ns('d entirely, promisinu' lo sp(Mul Ihe 
]iiglit and llie ne.vt d;iy with Aunt B.ai-- 
nard, a mile's di.si.-mce out of Ihe town. 
The two maids, having been given .sudden 
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lioliday, had already fastened tlieir do- 
main and departed. Eutli meant every 
minute, to follow tliem, but the house so 
wooed her in its simmering' afternoon 
warmtli tliat she still liug-ered and dal- 
lied with her purpose. The Ih-es were 
dying safely down, but tliere was a red 
glow in every room. Tlie scented gera- 
niums were sweet from tlie ^vi^do\vs, 
and the stillness seemed benignant. At 
leng'tli. unable to conjure uj) moi-e ex- 
cuses for idling, she did get on her hat 
and cloak, and stood fastening the last 
button before the front -window, \\-l)ere 
the snow lay dead wliite, and the great 
cliestnut-tree stretclied gaunt anus against 
the darkening blue. She stopped, with 
an arrested motion, in putting on iier 
glcives. Some one was coming. It was 
a woman, walking' very fast, yet very 
lightly, with a buoyant motion Rntli 
seemed to know. Slie wore a flowing 
cloak, and a great hat with a long fea- 
tlier. Kuth watched her with a tigliten- 
ing at her throat and a sti-aining of tlie 
eyes. She came nearer, stopped, and 
waved her baud. It was growing dark 
so fast that a tangible veil seemed falling 
between them, but Ruth was sure she 
smiled. 

"Rose!" she called vildly from the 
window. "Rosamond! Rosamond 1" 

The woman nodded. Ruth tore out of 
the front door, dropping lier glove.s be- 
hind her, and ran down the path. Now 
the new-comer was laughing, and Rutli 
felt a sudden passionate relief at the 
sweet familiarity of the sound. She be- 
gan to see, in that instant, wliat her lone- 
liness had been. She sobbed a little. 

"I don't believe it," she whispered. 
"You are not really you .'" 

" That's your impudence," said Rosa- 
mond. "As if I'd take the trouble to be 
anybody else !" 

They were walking into the house to- 
gether, side by side and hand in hand. 
Ruth never knew whether they had kissed 
or not. It was quite likelj' the}- liad not, 
foi' Rosamond was an elusive creature, 
wlio held that there are few moments 
when the soul is the better for the body's 
sacrament. Inside, the dark had fallen 
thick. 

Let me get a lamp," said Ruth, again 
with a little sob of joy conipleted. " I 
want to see you." 

" No, Grandmother AVolf, not to-night. 
You're going over to the house with nie."' 



Ruth turned hack from the table and 
let her match burn out. 

"Not to-night, dear," she entreated. 
"It's cold. It's — awful 1 You would 
break your heart." 

"Ah, say yes!" coaxed Rosamond, in 
her old s])oiled fashion. "Just to step 
inside and see whether we want to stay. 
.Just to pee)) in. Why, Ruth, it's home f 

But while she spoke slie was at the 
door, and Ruth was following her, say- 
ing, martyrwise: 

"You'll have your way, of course. 
It's to be expected; but I do wish you 
wouldn't. Wait till morning. Rose, 
Only till the fires are built." 

Rosamond huiglied lightly and hajipily. 

"Not an hour. Not a minute. Come, 
shut that dooi', and race me to the old 
stump. No Icttei's in it now." 

The door banged heliiiul them, and 
they ran together down the frozen dj-ive. 
Rose was mad witli glee. She sped like 
a stream of darkness, softly, glidingly. 
She was first at the stum)), and she staid 
there till Ruth came up, i);inting. 

"Over the ci'ust now," she laughed, in 
a bright e.xhihiration. "Come! come!" 
But though she ran in little dashes, and 
waited between. Ruth, nniking what shift 
she could to follow, crashed tljrough and 
gave it. up. 

"Comeback!'' she called. " You're a 
fay. I'm a good tvvejity pounds lieavier. 
That's according to precedent. Don't you 
see, it wont bear?" 

But Rosamond skimmed back like a 
leaf, and then they went on soberly, side 
by side again. Ruth kept turning to look 
at Iter. 

" You certainly are changed," said she; 
"bill, oh, you're so ])retty ! You've got a 
radiance! You .seem to shine! Are you 
my old chum .'" 

" Your old chum, your pal in vulgar 
moments, your Rose to keep." 

"Then don't you wither!" 

Rosamond laughed again, with that 
thrilling undercurrent more siguiQcant 
than mirth. 

'"I may be transplanted," said she, 
"but wither, no! See the little twigs 
pricking through the crust! Hear the 
tips of the pine-trees talking ! Oh, what a 
world ! what a world !'' 

"How you enjoy! E.xactly like your 
old apostro])hes, ' hot and hot'! You're 
the most universal lover I know. You're 
the moon that looks on many brooks. 
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lierriesr JIow ever tlo you niauago to see 
ibfin in tliis linlitr l!nt liien . voii al ways 
were owl eyed and cat footed. 

It was only a sliorl, stretch of I'oad to 
the AVare lionicstead. and tlion a Jong 
driveway wound up lliroujjli the grounds. 
Tliere tlic thick everg-reens, uutrinuued 
for many years, so enoi'oached iii)Oii the 
way that they half sheltei-ed it from 
snow, and made it still accessil)le. Kosa- 
mond kept ilarting- into the lir wood.s, to 
reliiru laden witli news. 

■■ Do yon renienihi r liow we nscd tii 
yatlier ooiics and burn them on the An- 
vil lloekr Tije i)ines ari^ fnil. And tlie 
hollow loeust where we found the squir- 
rel's JiesI '. Nobody has touched it since 
that day, and his greatesl-greal-g'randsou 
lives tiiore now. I >o you remember how 
we used to ilo up nuts in our hair, and 
sil nndei' lla- tree to let him pull tliem 
otit; The hepatieas on the ba.nk are in 
such a temper — you can't think! They're 
waked ill) -"t^' ready to si)rout, and tliere's 
no eiieourageiuent." 

"That's according to the li,g'ht of the 
spirit. Even you can't see under the 
sin)U-. Shai'p Eye.sl" Ruth spoke from 
t\ie dreamy acH''*"'^*-''''*''^' born of full 
Content. ?She know ([uile well that they 
ought not to be .going- l)y night into a de- 
sei'ted house, but l;osann)nd's assurance 
had lulled hfr will to sleep. yhe wa.s 
jieiii'lrated by the wamdcr of seeing' tliis 
dearest creature in the world, whom she 
hatl pictured broken and desohite, so lig'bt- 
S'lme and free of <-ai e : she had no thought 
beyi>nd the happy relief. 

The last sweej) of tiie diiveway brought 
ihi-m out in front of the old lKH\se, spa- 
cious and still imposing, thmiiih so evi- 
dently the snb.ieft of a lingei'iiig ileatli. 
Rnlli ))ansed an instant, imt daring to 
b.iii!; into hi-i' fri(Mid's face, a nd on ly gin^ss- 
ing what grief must be ])ainted there. 
l>ut Rosaui'uid dropped her arm ami I'an 
up the steps alone. 

"Welcome home!" she cal led. blithely. 
"Welcome! AVIiy d(j you wait?" 

]{ulh had stopped now in a. detaining 
after-lSiongiit. " We're simjdetons." said 
she. '" The key is at tini Daytons'. where 
you left it. That's a sign we're not to go 
ill. Come back, dear, and wait till morn- 
ing." 

Rut Rosamond held her jdace. '"Come 
llji here. doi\l)ter." cried she, " Wlieil 
was anything lost by trying; The (U'aele 
apjiears because you have previously be- 



sieg-ed the shrine. Come on I There, 
now. yhall I lift the hitcli? SluillI;" 

It yielded with the old familiar click, 
and tlie gi'eat door sw-tiii,g open. Ruth 
gave a .joyous little cry, 

"You witch, you've .got the key al- 
ready;" She put a hand on Rosamond's 
cloak, in gentle suasion, " Let mo go in 
first. Please! 1 can't bear to have you 
feel how cold it is, with no one to wel- 
come you. Why, it's light!" An airy 
inl.angihility of warmth and fragrance 
])oured out upon them lilce a river delay- 
ed and eager, T'he odors were familiar 
and sweet--a mystic alembic made of the 
breath of ilowers. but so fused tluil you 
could never say which was heliotrope and 
which the spice of i)i\iks. They made 
up a sw'cetiies.s bewildering to the sense. 
''(.)h:" she ci'ied again; "enchantress! 
Merli]! and Ariel in one!'' 

Rosamond shut the door behind them. 
The s))irit of a delicate witchery was l)lay- 
iiig on her face while slic' led the way into 
the fnmt I'oom on one side of the hall; 
this liad been the family meeting-place 
and talking-])lace in days gone by. It 
lay there smiling, in hapiiy renewal of 
the, past, A lire iiiekered on the hearlli 
with the bourgeoning of new fhime above 
old embers. The tall clock licked in mea- 
sureless content. The lii'elight seemed to 
till the room, Ruth drew a long breath 
of rapl uroiis i-ecognition, 

" How ] i iic y oil :" she 111 nil nil red, " You 
caiiH? days ago, weeks ago! You put it 
all in ortlei — I'or iiie. Rut the intejition 
isn't all. Scnnebody else might have 
thought of it, but nobody could have 
done it." 

"So you like \\; Then I'm glad." 

Two chairs were ready before the blaze. 
Tliey threw off their w raps, and sank into 
till' accustonied ])laces. They sat for a 
time in sileiic(.\ wiiile the clock lii-ked. 

" Do you 7'emember — " began Ruth. 

"\es; that was the last time we were 
here together. 1 was telling you. over 
and over again, that the lom'some house 
would kill mo. I behaved like a child— 
an ignorant, untrained cliild. " 

''I won't liear you blamed. You were 
beside yourself." 

"I was a. child." repeated Rosamond, 
conclusividy. "1 can't imagine any one 
so ignorant, so pathetic in ignorance. I 
told you death denied tlie laws of life. 
1 Could only think of mv niolher in lier 
colhn. I was a savage.'' 
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Ruth turned and looked at her in tlie 
firelight. Her face lay soft and lovely 
under a very. happy seriousness. She 
seemed absolutely serene, with the well- 
being of out-door things, the pine-trees, 
and the snow. 

"Rosamond," said her friend, impul- 
sively, "have you got religion?" 

Rosamond laughed out. " You are so 
droll!" she answered at once. "1 might 
as well ask, have j-ou got air in your 
lungs? Have you?" 

"But you're so changed, and for the 
better. You've grown." 

"I had to grow," said Rosamond, 
whimsically. "Part of it at a jump! 
But let's not talk about finalities. There's 
one thing I meant to write you about. I 
made niy will, two montlis ago, and left 
this house for a home for tired women. 
It's to be called the Margaret Home— for 
ray own mother, 3-ou know. It's to be 
for middle-aged, tired women: their very 
own, so that they can couie here from the 
cities and rest. I have named you exec- 
utor, but I wanted to speak about it, too. 
There's nothing in particular to say, for 
you would always know how I should 
like things; still, I thought it would be 
well to mention it." 

Ruth drew nearer, in sudden fear; but 
the firelight, still playing over Rosa- 
mond's face, only bi'ouglit out the whole- 
some tints of ruddy cheek and clear gray 
eye. 

" You're not going to die?"' She spoke 
with that poignant, foolish alarm ever 
"hid in the heart of love." Rosamond 
smiled straight into her eyes, and her 
strength and beauty seemed to dift'use a 
certain power like beams of light. Her 
voice thrilled through the ear to the 
heart: 

" I'm not going to die. I am safe, con- 
tented, happy." 

" I've often thought," began Ruth, hes- 
itatingly — " I have hoped you would mar- 
ry. I never expected you to be serene, a 
lone stick like me. You have such an 
ai)petite for joy! How could you be con- 
tented with that one glorj' left out?" 

Rosamond did not answer at once, but 
tlie peace of her presence still made itself 
felt, and Ruth was sure she had not 
proved her too far. 

" Tliat is one of the things I meant to 
tell you to-night,'' she began, slowly, as if 
she had some diflicuU3" in making her 
phrases fit. " It was not left out. Three 



years ago I met some one in Italy. He 
died, and so if I — In any case, I should 
never have married." Her voice was 
still musical and unmoved, and Ruth 
looked at her in amazement. There 
seemed to be nothing to sa}'. Rosamond 
went on, broodingly : "You will be 
glad to kufiw how perfect it was. AVe 
understood each otlier from the first. 
Whatever it may mean to say, ' I am 
yours — yo\i are mine,' was true for us. 
It was when that feeling came that I be- 
gan to understand life a little better. It 
was my alphabet. I never spoke about 
it to you because he died so soon after we 
found each other. And I didn't take it 
well. Then I was a child too." For the 
first time some remote sadness crept into 
her voice— a tinge of regret for a beauty 
missed. Ruth could notanswei'; sliewas 
beginning not to understand. Her friend 
seemed to speak fi-om the state of one 
charged with a knowledge not to be 
shared. 

' ' However,'' continued Rosamond, rous- 
ing herself and calling back her former 
lightness, "it's absurd to wish we had 
been better and braver and sweeter. 
What's done is done, and now — ' the win- 
ter is past, the rain is over and gone.' " 

Ruth dared probe her no further; she 
felt invisible barriers. 

"Is this another of your witch ways?" 
she asked, witli a groping return to the 
tangible. "Flowers everywhere? I've 
been speerin' through tlie dark and nam- 
ing them. Tiiat's golden-rod in the big 
jar at my feet; asters, too. Those are 
columbines on the mantel, and you've 
put mignonette and heliotrope on the ta- 
ble, just where they used to stand. Do 
you carry the magic lamp? In my day 
florists never brought the seasons quite 
togetlier like righteousness and peace." 

liosamoiid put on a merry disdain. 

" Magic lamp I" quoth she — " a kitchen 
cupboard full. You miglit as well learn 
now that lamps seem magical only when 
they're out of ])lace. Come, old lady, 
isn't it youi' bedtime? Do you still go 
when it's dark under the table?" 

"Yes, but not to-night! Still, I sup- 
pose we ought to be getting home. I 
hate to leave this fire. At ieast, let's take 
some of the flowers with us." 

" Witli us, foi'sootli ! We're going to 
slay liere." 

"No, child; not in mildewed beds! I 
draw my line at that." 
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Rosamond took both lier Imiuls and 

drew hcv u}) fi-oin tlio cbai)-. 

'■ Come niul sec !" sbi; snid. " Tlie oc- 
lilni- pi'ool'! 1 scorn to :>i'ii'ue,'' Sbe led 
the way out iiil.o tlio bull, and up the 
broiid worn stairs. Rnth followed, like 
a cliild. 

*■ I'm a coward, and you know it.'" said 
she. "But to-niubt I'm not afraid. I 
wouldn't bave believed I could lie in- 
duced Ic) slay till tbis lionr in a deserted 
house witli only sweet you to ])rotect inc. 
But bore I am. and here 'I means to 
stick,' if you say so." 

The spacious ball above was peopled 
wi'b playing- lights and moviuij' shadows. 
Tlie clock ou the bindinu' ticki^d with an- 
cient peace. 'L'he fii'elii;-bt came sniiliiif:^ 
and becu-oninu- fVom the two opposite 
rooms at the bead of the stairs. Rutb, 
speechless, stepped into one chamber and 
then the olhor. The lires blazed opulent- 
ly: the beds were ready, turned down in 
the V .sbapl^ both girls had learned from 
Ihoir motliers: it seemed to helon!>; to 
tiieir eliildiiood toe-cflier, 

"Are we g-oinj;' to stay here?" Ruth 
C)'ie<l. "Here tiiLi'etber' Why, it's like 
Christmas: It's like heaven!'' 

"Into bed with yon I I'm going' down, 
biit I'll come Ijack again iiresently and 
tuck you up. And — if ycui lie still, 
Jlke a good little lady, I'll ted you a 
story, " 

Ruth began throwing oH' her clothes in 
haste. 

•• Ro.sainond," she called blithely after 
lier, '■ cover up the sil ting-room fire. We 

forgot the fejidei'." 

80 niu<-li of life is a barren gleaning 
after the true harvest! lattle broken 
im])ressi(Uis, scintilla' of feeling, stay float- 
ing about in the memory, and liappy is 
he who can Jit them into some sort of a 
pa tell- work when days ai'e bare again. 
Ruth was never so li;ii)i)y. so well con- 
tent, .she I'l.'niemiiei ed a l'ler\> ards, as 
when, with an absorbing delight in piiys- 
ical well-being, ;uid a cliarniing sense of 
the now and absolutely desirable, she 
made ready for bed, st,o)>ping here and 
there as slie moved about the room to 
greet sonic .-tncient ti'easnre with a mni'- 
miir of (iclight. TIh-m- was the red cow 
with one horn : they had milked b''r daily 
in other times. There w ei'e the wa.v flow- 
ers they had tried to imitate ; but. alas ! poor 
little handmaids, beeaus<i tbey worked 
surreptitiously, with the curious secre- 
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tiveness of childhood, tliey had no in- 
struction, and no material save the bees- 
wax in their niotbei-s" work-baskets, 
chewed into wan ■ by their patient teeth. 
There, oh joy! was ^Miranda, the oldest 
<loll of all. witli her abbreviated skii-t and 
long jiantalettes, sitting woodenly in a 
corner, quite unmoved by tbis strange, 
briglit resurrection. Rulli gave lier a 
kiss in passin"- — a passionate kiss for the 
sake of foi'mer days. She took a liaiulful 
of sweet-pease from ibe bunch on tlie man- 
tel and dropped them in Miranda's la]). 
Joy was cheap enough to share. Then 
she slipped into bed and waited. Rosa- 
mond came. She placed a. chair b.v the 
bedside, and seating lierself, drew Ruth's 
hand into liei,^. 

"Once upon a time--" siie l)egan, 
"Did ,vou cover up the lii'e?" 
"It's all riglit. (.)nce upon a time 
tliere was a. little Child, and lie was al- 
ways crying because lie didn't know the 
diH'erence between Here and There. He 
was always bating to be Here, and long- 
ing to be There. So one day a Strong 
One came and said to him. ' Come, you 
Silly Thing, you may go There if you 
want to.' And he set bim on a feather 
of one of his wings and loo); bim 'I'bere. 
And There was a ])laee you couldn't im- 
agine if I should describe it to yoti. The 
best I can do is to .sa,v it was all flowers, 
and livingodors. and i)ine-trees. and clear 
sunlight, and sweet winds. It's a place 
where everybody can be tucked up at 
night — " 

"What makes you have any night?" 
asked Ruth, from her doze. "Have it all 
day :" 

"Leave out tlie stars, the night dews, 
the counsel of the leaves! No: we must 
have night There. But There black is 
,jnst as lovely as white; so it's all one. 
And the Cliild was hajjpy at once, but the 
Strong One smiled, and said to bim : ' It is 
always .so. They are all liajijiy at once, 
and tbey might have been before, if they 
had had eyes to see that Here is There 
and There is Here.' And tiie Child said—'' 
But Ruth was soft asleep and breathing 
l)eacefully. and Rosamond sunled witli 
gi'eat tendei'iiess. Ruth remembered af- 
lerw.'irds thai Ros;un()iid bent over ber 
once to kiss ber <m the eyelids. Iiut onl.v 
to clieck lier.self and to draw back among 
the shadows. 

Tlie lute moon was regnant in the 
chamber when .she came broad awake. 
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Rosamond was standing- ovev lier, one 
hand on hers. 

''Oh, what made \ on wake me? wliat 
made you?" slie cried, quite querulous in 
her loss. ''1 was dreaniiii<;' sucli a dream I 
I was in a place 1 never saw — I can't 
describe it — I'm forgetting it now. But 
tliey were telling me something; the one 
thing, you know, that explains every- 
thiiig-. " She sat up in bed, and tried 
to grasp at the fleeting memory. "It's 
gone!" She was near crying as she said 
it. "I almost had tlie words, but they 
won't stay." 

Rosamond paid no attention. 

"Hurry!" she whispered. "Get up 
and dress. We are going over to your 
house now. Gomel" 

Ruth sprang out of bed, and mechani- 
cally laid hands on iier clothing. She 
hesitated for a monieiit to study Rosa- 
mond's face. 

"You're not frightened?" she asked. 
" What is it?" 

"I've lot you sleep too long, that's all. 
Don't question, my dear one. Come!'' 

She did. indeed, look pale, but some- 
thing ,so sweet and comforting still hung 
ahout her and ihe smiling room that 
Ruth was not afraid. It did not come 
to her till afterwards that somebody — • 
an alien somebody or something — might 
be in the house. Rosamond gave a 
quick little movement of relief when 
the last hook was fastened. She had 
K\ith's hat and cloak on her arm, and 
she pressed them upon her in eagei' haste. 
Then she threw her own cloak about lier, 
and drew Ruth down the slaii's. Ruth 
forgot to step cautiously lest tliey be 
heard; she remembered afterwards how 
her boots clicked, and the rustling of her 
dress. The fire still flickered in ihe sit- 
ting-room, and the air of the house ox- 
haled a summer sweetness. Rosamond 
threw open the fi'ont door to an icy 
breath; she pai'ted her lips and caught at 
it in sobbing relief. 

" Ah," she sighed, "' that's good I'' 

The door closed behind iheni, and they 
hurried away down the \)ath. Rosamond 
swe])t on like a shadow, her cloak biliow- 
iug behind her in the wind. A picture 
flashed before Ruth's vision of their com- 
ing, wdieu they had hurried in play; now 
their haste was tragic. 

"Rosamond!'' she called, with all the 
breath left in her, "you've forgotten your 
hat. You'll get your death." 



"Come! come!" called Rosamond, over 
her shouhler. "Hurry! hiii'i-y!" 

"Tb(;ii give me yo;.ir hand. I can't 
keep up with you.'' 

"Not now !'' — her voice eann; back like 
a dying sound on the wind. " Huri'v !'' 

They ran like hoeting clouds. Eulh 
was capable of more than she could have 
believed; but. fast as she s|)od. Eosaniond 
was ever before her, a sha))eless du.sk in 
the moonlight. 

" There, you mad thing — " Ruth began, 
as they readied her own door, but the 
urgency of haste clung to her, and she 
could not iiiiish. She fitted the key to 
the lock and stood aside. 

" Go in.'' breathed EosanH)nd, faintly. 
"Go in, dear one, dear one!" 

Ruth stepped over the sill, and the door 
closed behind her. She turned and tugged 
at it with a sudden sense of loss. It would 
not yield. She put forth all her strength. 
" Rosamond," she called, "push! I can't 
move it!" 

When the door opened, Ruth looked 
out on the sterile dusk of the eai-ly morn- 
ing. The moon had gone down, and the 
eailh seen)etl moui'jjing her. And no one 
was there. She bent forward iulo the 
darkness. "Rosamond, "she said. ""Rosa- 
mond !" 

There was no answer. A rustle came 
from the one oak-tree in the yard. Then 
there was silence, for the wind had died. 
In the midst of her gathering alarm a 
strange peace, a sense of the sweetness and 
naturalness of the world, fell upon her 
like iL charm. aj]d she smiled out into the 
darkness as if it had become a friendly 
face. Then, in serenity of soul, she 
thought it all out. Rosamond was ever 
a sprite; now she was playing her a trick. 
She had gone into the shrubbery to hide. 
Call, and she would not answer: leave 
her unnoticed, and a moment would bring 
her tapping at the window. She shut the 
door and went in. The rooms were still 
warm, though I he heartli lires had diet! ; 
and she took a fiu' cloak iVom the hall in 
passing, threw it about her, and sal down 
by the window to wail. And as she wait- 
ed, the same lovely content of the even- 
ing stole over her again. She closed her 
eyes, and to a purring sense of spiritual 
wai inth the dream began whore it left off, 
and she learned tlie secret which explains 
everything. But she never could remem- 
ber that dream. 

She stalled awake with the sense of 
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some one i" tlie I'ooiu. The fii'e wa?; 
bhizini;- U]) ovei' new 1; iiidl i ii;:' : llie .s!i!i 
lay \v;irin on liei' siiouUler. Jier iiiolliei' 
stood there. Miid the iiiaiil was bi'iniiiiig' in 
\voo(h Eulh ruhljed her eyes and work- 
ed lier way out of her wraps. 

"What a sh'ep I" she ynwiied. "Oh, 
I reiiiomber. But wliat made you coine 
lioiiie^" 

Ilor mother was looking at her very 
sadly. She took l^uth's hand. "I hiul 
to come,'' said sh(.'. "' We've had bad 
news, and I didn't want yon to hear it 
from any one else. Kiith, yon jnnsl )je 
l)rave. Rosamond died yesterday. Tliey 
wired her iuiiit Amy from Italy." 

Ruth regarded her with straining eyes. 
Tlien .she ijegan to laugh. 

"My ])ooi' (•iiikl, " said lier mother, be- 
ginning to rub the hand she lield. Ruth 
drev.- il away. 

"You mustn't, mummy, you mustn't," 
said sIh'. "Don't l.)e soit.v for me. It 
isn't sad. It's lo\-ely, only yon don't 
Icnow it. There's been a (jiieer mistake. 
No, I won't ti ll you. Just <'ome with 
me and I'll give .vou a sur[)rise. Here's 
your sh.aul. Put it on." She threw it 
about her, found some gloves and pressed 
them ii])oii her. Lir<; seemed very dra- 
matic since last iiiglil's prologue. She 
drew lier nu)lher along in meriy haste; 
hut at the door ilrs. Hollis left lier for a 
moment to ste]) h.aek into tlie kitchen and 
wliisper a word to ?\<ira. 

''Watch tlie way we go, and tell Mr. 
Tlollis to follow us. Tell him I can't ex- 
plain, bi\t he must come." 

Then she went (nit where Rutli was 
wailing, t.ajiiiing her foot impatiently, 
and scanning the path, the shrnbbei-y. the 
road, lest .she be caught hei'self by her 
own surprise. Sli(> ran an arm thi-ougli 
her mother's, ami hurried her down the 
walk. When they passed the stump ))ost- 
otlice she laughed again; but her mo- 
ther's quick look of i)aiii recalled li^er. 

"Poor mother!" she said, in a demure 
coaxing. " AVait a bit. and you'll laugh 
too. So Rosamond is dead?" 

Tlie tears came fast down her mother's 
clieeks. 

"Yes. dead." she said. "You don't 
realize it." 

Ivulli tried hard to be serious. 

"Not yet." .she a.ssented. "Just now 
you're realizing for two.'' They were 
I'oumiing Ihi; curve of the drive. "But 
I don't see any smoke I The thriftless 



thing', she's let the fires go down.'' Tiiey 
)noiiiited tlie steps together, and Ruth, in 
happy assurance, laid her hand upon the 
latch. It did not yield. Her mother 
stood locjking wildly down the drive, and 
praying for her husband to come. Ruth, 
lier self-possession inexpiicabJy over- 
thrown, was beating' at the door. 

" Ro.samonii: ' she was calling. "Oil, 
Eosamond, let me in! Don't be cruel! 
Let me in !'' 

■'Dear, come home," said her mother, 
crying bitterly. "Come home." 

Ruth knelt and tried to look through 
the ke.v-hole. She sprang to her feet. 

"I'm soinu" ill," .slie said. "I will go 
in." 

She ran round to tiie side piazza, on a 
level with the long windows, opened a 
blind, and broke a pane with lier hand. 
The blood dripped down on the glass. 
She turned the fastening, threw up the 
window, and stejipeil in, and her mother 
followed. Tlio >'Oom was dark, save for 
tli(> light from that C/iie window, for all 
the other blinds were closed. She ran 
up to the clock and looked it in the face. 
It was dead and still, Che impassive hands 
pointing stolidly to a lying hour. She 
Laid her hands upon it. as if to shake it 
into life. Tiie dust lay thick over table 
and chaii's. She threw herself upon lier 
knees before the tirejilace and thrust her 
band into the ashes. They were cold. 

"Mother!" she cried out, piteou.sly. 
"Mother!" 

" Come home, ilear. come home!" 

Ruth rose to her leet, sick with wonder, 
yet reanimated by one last hope. 

"Just a minute!" she imiilored, and 
ran u\i the dusty stairs. The door of 
her own sle<-])ing'-room was closed, but 
she liuiig it open and walked shudder- 
ingly into the darkness within. The 
bed was unmade, with only a mildewed 
cover over the nnittress. A mouse fled 
silently across the floor, a swift brown 
shadow. Where was the china cow? 
Where was 3Iiraiida AVith a throb of 
premonitory knowledge slie tlii-ew up tlie 
cover of the truiilc near the bed. There 
lay the doll, on orderly rows of play- 
things packed away for doomsday; they 
looked as if tlie.v might have been there 
years. 

Her mother had followed lier, and 
Ruth turned about, tryinn' to smile. 

"I begin to understand it now," she 
said, " I'll go home. You mustn't think 
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I'm ci'azy. I'm not.'" They ilesoeuded 
the stairs toyelhei' and crossed the desert- 
ed sittino'-room. At the window. Mrs. 
llollis paused hefore stepping' out. 

"I can't understand it," she said, mus- 
ingly. "Tlie liouse isn't iu the Je!i.st 
musty. It's as sweet as a garden. 
Sweeter!'' 

Ruth stopped short, arrested by the 



truth. The odoi-s of tijc niglit were all 
about her, and as she stood there accept- 
ing- them, great peace and the sense of 
security fell upon her like a mantle. She 
beg-an to sniiie. 

■"And they might all he happy," slie 
said to herself, '"if they could only re- 
njemher that There is just the same as 
Here!" 



